CHAPTER  V
MEDINA TO  YEMBU
WE finally got off at about ten o'clock, after having been inspected by a Turkish officer who countersigned our tickets. Ibrahim's father, who had many times travelled this route, came with us as far as the gate and gave us sound advice at parting. He warned us to be very careful with the camel-men, and not to be bullied into giving them more money than the deposit they had already received, and on no account to leave the caravan on the march or get near the outskirts of it at night. He recommended us to put all our belongings inside the tent and sleep with one eye open and weapons handy.
We found ourselves very nearly at the head of the caravan ; at starting there were not a dozen camels in front of us. Behind us the line stretched for miles. We had been going an hour before the last part had left Medina. Masaudi and Abdul Wahid occupied the shug-duf, I rode the best of the baggage-camels, the one carrying the most comfortable load. Ibrahim and Jaffa took it in turn to ride the other. Our camel-man, whose name was Saad, was a small, wiry Bedoui, almost black from exposure to wind and sun. His features were of a purely Semitic caste, free from the slightest suggestion of African admixture. But for his dress he might readily have passed for a Boer transport-rider. In Medina he was all politeness and full of promises of what he would do for us on the journey, but this demeanour very soon underwent a change when once we were fairly out of the town.
The last caravan which had travelled from Yembu to Medina had been forced to make a wide detour across country to avoid a band of robbers that had assembled
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